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312 THE ART WORLD July 1917 

"Approaching Cloudburst" tells the story of the that pause, affecting the wind and the trees and 

rain, which may be absent for months in Southern the creatures, which usually occurs just before the 

California, but when it does arrive, seldom lacks tempest and one thinks — perhaps one merely 

majesty and hues of wonderful richness. The imagines — that there is something local and pecu- 

photographic process used here has told again and liar to the Western Coast in the lines of the hills 

with accuracy the colors painted by the myriad and the colors of the heaped-up clouds, 

brushes of the sun upon the "bastions and cloud- Are natural phenomena organized on a larger 

capped pinnacles" that tower over the unseen scale, near so great a body of water as the Pacific, 

Pacific. The low mountain range that skirts the than they are near the Atlantic? Considering the 

ocean closes the view of sunlit plain. Trees that height and number of mountain ranges, one is 

suggest the poplar but are not poplars, form the tempted to think so. At any rate this landscape by 

upward-trending lines that frame the farther land- Butler does impress one as very distinct in character 

scape into four panels and help to give the scene and different from the New Jersey, New York and 

a majestic aspect. A bull in the foreground lifts New England scenery we know, 
his head to watch the coming storm. One feels 



TUBAUCAIN 



Jubal: he was the father of all such as handle the harp and organ. 
. . . Tubal-cain, an instructor of every artificer in brass and iron. 

The earth has gone to blackness, nor saith God, Let be light! 
And darkness broodeth on the deep, souls perish in the night. 

Cain is slaying Abel wherever men are free, 
Slaying, slaying, slaying, or drowning in the sea. 

Yet far off unheeding, in a rapt and blissful trance, 
Molding little figures that gaily leap and dance, 

Tracing flower petals on iron and on brass, 

Tubal-cain counts not the days and hours as they pass — 

Pass on bloody battlefields where altars overturned 
Once offered up to Heaven their sacrifices burned : 

Each hand against his brother's, and on all the curse of Cain; 
Death grinning in the earth and air, Death grinning on the main. 

But far from flare of trumpets in peaceful valley land 
Jubal fills his windy reeds with echoes strange and grand 

Of holy half -heard symphonies from the celestial spheres, 
Or, striking chords athwart his harp, forgets the bloody years. 

"Cain rose against his brother and slew him" (cursed wound!) 
And hark, the voice of Abel's blood is crying from the ground. . . . 

Still Tubal the artificer is tracing dreams in brass 

And Jubal snatching bits of Heaven from visions as they pass. 

Grace H. Turnbull 



